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Author's Notes: 

| thought using some lyrics from Heart's ‘White Lightning and Wine’ in a story would be fun. | couldn't make my 
usual pairing of John and Keith work, so | decided to try Roger and Keith for a change. 

I've been trying to write something for this pair for years, but could never seem to make it work. They're my 
favorite ‘rare pair’! Pictures of Roger and Keith together make me melt, and listening to Roger talk about Keith 


is so sweet. 


| was surprised to see that only JaeNunyah has written something for Roger x Keith [his stories are here and 
here. Go give him some lovel] 


If there's more Roger x Keith somewhere, *please* show me. 
This went through so many rewrites because | desperately wanted to fit in a sex scene, but | just couldn't 
make it work. I've always interpreted the song as being about the morning after a one night stand, so | guess 


its fitting~| 


Keith's ‘request was loosely inspired by his scene in Tommy where he's playing Uncle Ernie. 


Roger hadn't expected to wake up next to Keith. He hadn't expected to wake up with anybody in his bed, for 
that matter. As his bandmate slept soundly he began trying to piece the previous night's events together. He 
was definitely hungover and had drunk far too much. It was a harsh reminder for why he so rarely drank with 
Keith. It was difficult to keep track of how much he had when his pretty bandmate with eyes of sin was 
encouraging him to drink more, more, more. It was so damn difficult to care about anything else when Keith 
was around. Roger had to admit that while he couldn't recall much of the previous night, he knew it had been 
ages since he had last felt so fine while drinking. Everything was a blur aside from one specific moment, which 


he was incredibly proud of.. 


They were sitting together at some afterparty for a local band Keith had wanted to see. John and Pete had 
already left, so Roger promised to ‘babysit. Somebody brought out the heavy shit and despite how far gone 
he was, Roger had quickly come up with a way to get Keith to leave with him. Slyly his hand found the pretty 
drummer's thigh, gliding along the too-tight denim. 


‘Sweet little one, let me love you some," Roger had purred, breath falling warm upon Keith's ear. 


"Take me or leave me alone," Keith had barely managed, words pleasantly slurred; whether from the blossoming 


lust or the alcohol, Roger couldn't quite tell and really didn't care. 


As the last wisps of fog from sleep had finally lifted, Roger realized John would not be happy. He had already 
‘stolen’ Pete from the intimidating bassist, and now he had fucked Keith. While he couldn't remember exactly 


what happened, the ‘evidence’ upon the sheets told him more than he needed to know. 


The little brat, which Roger was quite sure was not human, woke with an exaggerated stretch. Sadly he 
realized his bandmate didn't look so nice in the morning light. Still handsome, but not as alluring; his eyes didn't 
seem to glimmer like gold any more. Oh well, that was the effect of alcohol he supposed. 


"Mornin. How'd you sleep?" Keith leaned in to place a playful kiss to Roger's prickly cheek "You look better if 


you don't shave for a day or two. Nice super masculine look. Tough and rugged." 


"Ahh... thanks. And | slept fine." How much did Keith remember, Roger wondered. Should he pry? Would it be out 
of line to do so? Did he actually want it and did he enjoy it? "But you should probably leave." 


"How am | gonna get home?" Keith asked while pulling open the blinds. Shamelessly free of even a stitch of 
clothing he stood proudly in front of the window. Roger quickly averted his gaze to shield himself from the 
burning light that began streaming through. He briefly wondered what the neighbours would think, and then 
quickly decided he didn't give a fuck. Keith Moon naked was the least of their worries. They should be thankful 


he wasn't dealing with his fairly impressive morning erection, right there for the rest of the world to see. 


‘lm in no place to drive," Roger rubbed at his temples, silently willing the hangover headache to go away. 


| can't drive, either. What am | supposed to do?" Keith didn't sound all that concerned, not that Roger was 
surprised. Not much seemed to bother the pretty boy, and he felt jealous. 


"Guess you better hitch-hike home." His tone and sense of humour was just as dry as his throat. "If John 


finds out you slept with me, | doubt he'll be happy." 


"Why do you think that?" Keith had finally turned away from the window and began searching for his clothes. 


"You two secretly together or somethin'?" It was a valid question, albeit a stupid one, in Roger's opinion. 


"Oh fuck no! We've never been a thing and he ain't my type." It was going to be a long day, Roger could already 
tell. "lm sure he'd rip me to pieces if he found out | had my hands on you." He had considered divulging the 
details between their little row after he had fucked Pete for the first time, but decided it was better if Keith 
didn't know. Just the memory of John's icy sharp glare was enough to make him shudder. Roger and Pete knew 
they could never be a functional couple, they were too different. Friends with benefits did not equal romantic 
partners, and it wasn't his fault John had made assumptions. ..though to be fair, that had been several years 


ago. Maybe he wasn't so territorial now? 


"You sure ‘bout that?" Keith grinned slyly as he made himself comfortable on his bandmate's side of the bed, 


clothes bundled up in his arms. "Johnny's more open minded than you an‘ Pete give him credit for!" 


Roger didn't dare show he had caught on to what his unusually calm bandmate was oh so clearly hinting at. 
Playing stupid and oblivious had saved him from more uncomfortable situations than he cared to admit. "You 


really should leave," he repeated himself, much more gently. 


"But why?" Keith drew the question out with a long, pathetic child-like whine. "I like hangin’ out with you! We 
rarely get any time together." The pouting and puppy-dog eyes might have worked on his other bandmates, 
but Roger had very quickly become immune. Somebody had to keep the hyperactive boy in check, after all. 


Because | don't want to be snapped in half lke a matchstick by your boyfriend’ was what Roger wanted to say, 
but what he gave was complete silence. Keith was persistent, just like a cat. He would continue to poke and 

prod and beg and plead until he got what he wanted. How the fuck did John deal with him? To give himself a 
reason to avoid the question Roger busied himself with going through his bedside dresser to find something 


clean to wear. He suddenly felt awkward and vulnerable with only a sheet to keep himself decent. 
"Roger?" Keith sounded more hurt than offended from the silent treatment. ".don't you like me?" 
“course | like you. But if you're wishin’ this was anything more than a one night stand." Roger had quickly 
realized there wasn't a way to let his pretty bandmate down easy. What the fuck was he supposed to do? 


‘Maybe' was better than a ‘no’, right? "dont get your hopes up." 


"What if me an’ Johnny weren't a thing?" The hopefulness Keith had woven into his voice was so sweet, so 


innocent. It almost broke Roger's heart. 


"Maybe." More like ‘stil! no; but he wasn't about to say that. As much as he loved Keith, and as much as he 

really would have liked to try some sort of casual ‘friends with benefits’ thing to explore the connection that 
so obviously existed, Roger knew it would never work. They were just too different. He didn't have the energy 
to keep up and he couldn't handle Keith's drug use. Half of the time he felt more like a protective older 


brother than a potential sexual partner. 


"Is there any real reason you don't wanna tell John? | mean, why are you so afraid?" Keith set his clothes 
down on the bed as he didn't plan on getting dressed any time soon. 


Roger sighed. "We call him ‘The Ox’ for a reason, don't we. He's the only person | legitimately fear. He's 
terrifying when he gets angry and no other person has ever managed to paralyse me with just an angry glare. 
He doesn't even have to say anything to make me piss myself." Roger had thought the tall, dark, intimidating 
bassist had been angry when he and Pete had fucked, but that was nothing compared to the night he had 
flushed their drugs. "But don't tell him that | said that. We both know the spiteful bastard will find a way to 


use that against me." 


That answer seemed to be satisfactory and Keith's bright smile was back, paired with a dramatic gasp. "It'll be 
our secret!" „but the happy, cheery tone quickly nosedived and his shoulders slumped. ".you really want me to 


hitch-hike home?" 


Roger had to bite his tongue to keep from laughing. He hadn't expected Keith to take him so seriously. "It was 
a joke. Soon as | get some coffee I'll take you home." 


“Oooorrr," much like a cat, Keith just had to press his luck to see what would happen. "You take me to 
Johnny's place instead?" 


"What the fuck did | just tell you?" Although his tone suggested legitimate anger, the stupid grin Roger wore 
proved otherwise. "I'd threaten to put tape on your mouth, but you'd probably like that." 


"Okay, okay!" Keith giggled. "I promise I'll be good.. if it means | can have your underwear." 


Did he ask everybody for their underwear after fucking them? What did he even do with them after? Roger 
quickly decided he didn't want to know. "Yeah, sure, If you can find them." He gestured to the sea of dirty 


clothes upon the floor, "as you can see it's been a while since | last did laundry, so.. take your pick, | guess." 


"You're the best!" Keith wrapped his arms around his frontman and planted a sloppy kiss to his prickly cheek. 
"You've just made me the happiest man in the whole entire world" 


"Yeah, yeah. | love you too." Roger wiped the unwanted germs off from his cheek. "Actually... I'll make you a 
deal. You sort my clothes out so | can wash them, colors separate from whites, and I'll let you have two 
pairs." That should keep the little brat occupied long enough for him to down some aspirin and have it take 
effect. Or, at least Roger hoped so. "Come downstairs once you're done, and I'll have some coffee and waffles 


ready for you.” 


"You're even more generous and loving than | ever could've hoped!" Keith had gone in for another kiss, but 
Roger had blocked it with his hand. He really didnt want any more kisses. Especially since he had no idea of 
where that mouth had been. 


Roger had been patiently waiting at the kitchen table when Keith made his grand entrance, his prize clutched 
tightly to his chest. "They're going in my collection," he announced proudly. "I've got a full set now! | got John's 
pretty early, and it didn't take long to get Pete's. But you." he pulled out a kitchen chair. "You were my white 
whale.. or whatever that term might be for clothes collecting. Never thought I'd get your undies." 


"Did you get me drunk on purpose so you could fuck me and get my underwear?" Roger was so desensitized to 
Keith's outrageous antics that he wouldn't be surprised if it had all been planned. At this point it wouldve been 
the most tame thing he had done that week. 


"Nah," Keith shook his head. "Just a lucky coincidence." He stuffed the underwear down the front of his Levi's 
for safe keeping. "Pete on the other hand.. yeah. That was an elaborate plan" 


‘Sometimes I'm not sure if you're a genius or just absolutely fucking mad," Roger said, shaking his head. "You 


truly are a mystery.” 


"Johnny says the same thing!" Keith trilled happily while pouring himself a cup of coffee. "Makes me feel good 
knowing you think the same." 


"The more | have time to think about it, the more | want to know.. what the fuck do you even do with the 
underwear?" Roger prayed it wouldn't be something that would make him revisit his waffles. Hopefully he would 


get lucky and the answer would simply be one word - ‘nothing! 


"That's for me to know and you to find out!" Keith mused playfully. "If you really, really, reeaalllyyy wanna 
know, you can stay over at mine tonight and I'll show you my collection. Kim's gone for the weekend so itll just 


be me, you, and Johnny. Unless Alison decides not to let him out for playtime." 


"Hah! And risk you drunkenly confessing what we did so John can turn me into his newest ‘art piece’ and 


display me in his trophy room along with all his creepy fish? No thanks." 


"Aww, are you scared?" Keith playfully brushed his foot along Roger's leg underneath the table. “There's 
nothin’ to be afraid of. Johnny won't mind, really! | told you already. Besides, you're really good with your 


mouth and he'd definitely appreciate havin’ somebody new to share me with." 


Learning that John often ‘shared’ Keith was both shocking and just slightly arousing. Even if it was the slightest 
bit tempting, it didn't change that Roger wanted nothing to do with the Loon if his Ox was also present. "Yeah, | 
am scared. And if you don't drop it I'll put tape on your mouth, lock you in my basement and seal it up, Cask 


of Amontillado style." He drained the last of his coffee and set the cup in the sink. "Finish your own damn 


coffee so | can get you home and get back to sleep." 


"Okay, okay!" Keith held up his hands, as if to say he surrendered. "I'll drop it. Offer's always open if you 


change your mina." 
"The offer is appreciated, but don't go holdin’ your breath." Roger took his jacket from the back of his chair 
and pulled it on. ".at least unless you can prove to me without a doubt, one hundred percent that John ain't 


gonna turn me into dog food if he finds out." 


Keith perked up, his signature cheshire cat smile making an appearance. "That, my dear boy, can be arranged" 


